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Dominance 


Even though he growled like an animal when Nikki decided to meander across the stage and occupy the area 
that the front man preferred to reserve for himself, the man wouldn't budge. Instead there was friction, 
touching, body-on-body, enough to make the crowd go wild. And despite his best efforts, Vince found himself 
oddly turned on by the actions. Really-he didn't want to be. He hated Nikki and his bullshit self-importance and 
he really wished the bastard would just shove off about eighty percent of the time, but he knew that since 
Sixx was the primary song writer.. well. He was among the shittiest bass players Vince had worked with (and 


that was saying something) but he knew how to act like a rock star and had this sheer animal magnetism. 


When there was a momentary break in the set and Vince was able to slide the microphone into the stand and 
step away for a moment, adjusting the plug in his ear that was hidden by his fluffy blonde hair before he 
stepped over towards the bassist with a scathing look in his eyes, only to be greeted by a carefree smirk. 
And, when he advance, a hand not-so-subtly on his crotch that was-blessedly-overlooked by the fans, and 
most importantly by the cameras. Gay was not okay, and they didn't need to be called fags anymore than they 
already were. Nikki and Tommy could fairy it up all that they pleased, Vince wanted no part of that bullshit. 
Vince liked boobs. Vince liked women, and Vince like pussy. Vince didn't want to stick his dick in another guys ass 
or mouth, nor did he have any desire to suck a dick or be fucked in the ass. Really. No. That wasn't okay, and 
the latter just sounded painful. No thanks. Nikki needed to get that through his skull. 


"Fuck off, Sixx," growled the blonde before he moved back into position on stage to start the segway into their 
next number. Given that his focus was on the crowd, he wasn't able to notice Nikki sneaking up behind him 
not-so-stealthily given he was in loud ass stiletto boots, his teeth clamping firmly down on skin in the curve 
betwixt neck and shoulder, making Vince immediately stiffen and jerk away. His neck was sensitive-so what. Sixx 
knew that, and was using it to.. he didn't know, but it was pissing him off. The crowd was eating it up, though 
he really just wanted to deck the bassist in the face for that. Instead, painted lips mouthed, ‘You mother 


fucker, before he took a moment to scrap his mind together and continue on with the concert. 


Which, of course, was peppered with incidents similar to that. Brushes against his thighs or crotch, Sixx 
deciding to at once point crawl between his legs (what the fuck?!) and subtle touches to erogenous zones. 
Considering Tommy was stuck behind a drum kit, that was probably why Vince was getting all the attention 
from a probably horny Nikki. And, well.. the other was able to work him enough that he was rather relieved to 
split off stage and attempt to find a groupie to bring back to the bus. However, when he stepped into the back 
dressing room, Sixx descended upon him like a sheepdog-haired vulture and didn't even give him the chance to 
seek out groupies, and that made him growl a bit into the mirror as he practically tore off the scarf that was 
wrapped around his forehead. 


"What the fuck, Sixx. Where the fuck do you get off doing shit like that?" 


‘lm just having some fun with you, Vince," slurred the bassist. Of course he was shitfaced, and probably high 
as a lamp post, if not a kite. All the vocalist could do was open his mouth before the other's lips were already 
upon it, the only thing keeping their bodies apart at this point was a bass that Vince was very glad had not 
yet been removed from the body of the other musician. His eyes grew wide and his face grew hot and his 
hands frantically tried to push the bassist off of him, but the other was physically stronger (somehow) and 
was able to hold fast to the tanned frame of the vocalist. When the kiss was broken, he didn't even gasp, 


instead spitting as much saliva as he could muster at the bassist's face with a growl. 


"You can have your fucking saliva back" A hand rose to wipe his mouth and to shield him from another attack. 
There wasn't really much that Nikki could do given the fact that there was a bass block between them and 
thank god for that. But he had a feeling the other had a plan, and that left him completely unsettled. 


Were they not loitering in a dressing room, he would have been pushed back against a wall. However, he instead 
found himself seated awkwardly amongst drugstore eyeliner and black nail polish on the counter, sending more 
than one glass bottle of one thing or another tumbling to the ground to shatter, not that anyone cared. Their 


manager would take care of it, like he always did. 


Initially, he thought Sixx was going for his lips again, so he turned his head sharply to the left, only to realize 
he had exposed his neck to the arimalist bassist, a neck that was readily attached by licking and biting. And as 
much as the vocalist fought the urge to response, his hand darted out and gripped fast to the tattered 
material of the shirt that Nikki was wearing. He made sure to grab fabric and not flesh, because he didn't 
want to leave any marks. At all. He wouldn't give the man the satisfaction, for fuck's sake. However, the sound 


that slipped from his lips was seemingly enough satisfaction for the bassist, as a hand was immediately trying 


to undo the button of his torn jeans (in contrast to the leather pants that Sixx was wearing, he hadn't felt up 
to that bullshit today). A mixture between a moan, whimper, and gasp was what prompted the action, though 
his motorcycle-gloved hands reached down to grab the offending appendage as he snapped his head to look into 
the eyes of the fucked-up bassist with a hateful glare. 


"Get the fuck off me." 
"No." 


Deliberate disobedience was enough to knock Vince out of commission for long enough that Nikki was able to 
undo his pants and slip his hand past the barrier of underwear. A grin on the lips and the vocalist knew exactly 
what was going to come next: "You're hard." Yeah, yeah, whatever, this was bullshit. He couldn't help that his 
body responded. For fuck's sake, he could get an erection if the wind blew the right way. Any response that he 
could have squeezed between his lips was silenced by an audible gasp when Nikki's hand gave his cock a teasing 
squeeze. Shit fuck. And that parted mouth gave Sixx another opportunity: before he could think, his mouth was 
invaded by the tongue of the bassist and the taste of whiskey and cigarettes washed over his senses, 
distracting him for a moment before he promptly clamped his teeth down on the unwelcomed guest to his 
mouth. A yelp came from the bassist, though he bit back in retaliation when his tongue was released, clamping 
down on the lower lip of the singer and squeezing his manhood a bit more roughly than could be considered 
fun. Somehow this turned into a new battle front: a struggle for dominance via saliva, apparently, with tongues 
pushing against one another and teeth clashing. Vince tasted blood almost immediately and didn't know if it was 
his or Sixx's, but it didn't matter at this point. It was a dominance thing. And leaving marks be damned, Vince's 
nails were attempting to make short work of the shredded shirt so he could scratch at skin. Not for sexual 
reasons, but because he genuinely wanted to hurt the bassist. And he didn't know what Nikki was trying to get 
out of the situation, but if he could use his own cracked nails to draw blood, all the better. The only success 
he got, though, was a moan into his mouth from the bassist. Not the desired effect, and he made him bite the 


other mar's lip hard. And of course, the retaliation was a painful grip to his erection. Touché. 


"Fuck you," growled the vocalist when the battle of lips was broken before he turned his head to spit the blood 


onto the counter. Someone else could clean it. 


"Given the position, | think you mean fuck you," drawled the bassist before the vocalist gagged a little bit. The 
idea was vile. He didn't want Nikki this close to him, much less fucking him, and he was pushing at his shoulders 
now. 


"Get off" 
"| will." 


When the hell had Nikki taken his bass off? The guitar now rested at his feet, so the only logical conclusion 
that Vince could make was that he had removed it during their mouth battle, which was clever a distraction 
as he could think of. He had to give Sixx this: he wasn't as stupid as some people made him out to be. Tommy 


was the idiot, and no one could deny that one. 


A momentary glance at his own hands revealed the flesh under his nails and the blood on his fingers and he 
grinned a little, knowing he had at least accomplished what he had wanted to. This gave the bastard bassist the 
opportunity, though, to essentially lift him and pull his pants down around his ankles. This wasn't faring well for 
Vince, because now he was sitting in a tattered shirt on a makeup counter with a manic Sixx staring him down 
like he was some slab of meat. Was this how women felt, he had to wonder? Well, he didn't like it. Made him 


glade he was born a man. 


"Don't fucking touch me," warned the singer, though his conviction notably wobbled when Sixx stepped over his 
lowered pants and was looming in between his legs. This was not good. There was nothing good about where 
this was going. Where the hell was security? He was sure they'd heard the crash. But with his luck, Tommy 
had some something exponentially stupider than before and so their efforts were directed to the liquored 


drummer boy. "You wouldn't dare." 


Only he knew that he would. Obviously, this was more calculated than Vince would like to think, because 
concealed in one of the drawers within the bassist's reach was a bottle of lube. Really? Really? How long had 
this been floating around in the man's head? It was probably easier if Vince didn't think about it. He really 
didn't want to think about it. Nor did he want to watch when the other was undoing the buckle of the belt 
over his leather pants. Not that he wasn't trying to stop him, hands clawing and pushing at the bassist as 
much as he could muster, but the other was unphased. Wow, seriously? How many times before had he done 


this? 


Of course he struggled. He wiggled and writhed like a tanned, blonde-haired insect as the other seized his hips 
(another erogenous point that was sending all sorts of mixed signals to his already confused brain) to pull him 
closer. And then there was a flash of light behind his eyes followed by nothing but pain because there was 
something inside him and he knew exactly what it was. He couldn't even form words for a moment as he felt 
his eyes tearing up. What the hell did gay guys get out of this? It hurt. It hurt, it hurt, it hurt, and it hurt 
even more when the bassist pushed him back against the dressing room mirror and started to move. Now he 
was clawing at Nikki's arms both out of want to hurt the bastard and because he was in pain. Genuine pain 
that shot up his spine and made his body want to reject everything. He was steadily going soft because he 
wasn't one of those kinks that got off on extreme pain and this was extreme pain even with the lubrication 
that Nikki had salved onto his member. (The idea that some people could do this without it made him want to 
cry a little bit more) 


"Stop stop stop stop stop, it hurts!" He really didn't want to break in front of Nikki but it hurt. It really. Really. 
Really fucking hurt. He ended up awkwardly shoving his face in the crook of Nikki's neck and biting down hard 
enough on flesh that he knew he broke skin because blood was flowing from the wound and down the chest of 


the bassist. But obviously, the bastard was too fucked to notice. Yeah, sure, Vince wasn't the element of 


sobriety, but still. 


The hand that was stroking him was no relief. In fact, relief didn't come (ha-puns) for some time until some 
internal switch was hit by the tip of the bassists erection that made his eyes snap open. His partially hard 


erection began to spring to life again and he could almost feel the smug look on Sixx's face, but he refused to 


look at it. Hell no. He refused to think there was any pleasure to be had here- 


"Oh, fuck," he spoke into the bloodied crook of Sixx's neck as he unconscious ground his hips towards the cause 
of the pleasure. Okay, maybe gay guys knew more than he gave them credit for. He couldn't say he'd do it 
again, but hey. "Oh my god." He knew the other's blood was getting matted into his blonde hair, but he didn't 
care. Suddenly the pain was numbed at least a bit (don't get him wrong, it still hurt like a mother fucker) and 
he really wanted a climax. Rather, he wanted to fuck something, hard and rough, but he knew that wasn't 
happening and his body would have to settle for the lack-luster hand job he was getting from Sixx. Considering 
the other jerked off one would think he would know what he was doing-but, regardless. 


It was just a mix of gasps and pants that occupied the dressing room for a solid twenty minutes, noises 
caused by skin on skin contact and bodies meeting bodies the only additional noise. Until he heard a low growl 
from the bassist as he thrust particularly hard, causing a little shriek of pain to escape his lips, because ow, 
goddamnit. 


".. 'm gonna cum," he heard through the growl and his eyes snapped open again Wait, what? No, he wouldn't- 


"Don't you dare. Not-in-no." For a moment, Vince felt like a woman again (don't cum inside, they always say, 
but) but he didn't want to address that issue now. Unfortunately, he had little to no say in the matter, as he 
felt the bizarre sensation of Nikki's climax inside of him, causing him to tremble a bit as he waited for the 
chaos to settle. That didn't help the fact he still had a pretty solid hard on, that it seemed the bassist didn't 


care about, considering he was already tucking himself away in his leather pants. 


"Fuck you," came the breathless vocalist as he found himself leaning against a mirror he could now tell was 


broken, thanks to the cuts that were on his back. Fantastic. 


"You can try, but | don't think you'll ever manage it" 


